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|life, that I may always receive 
| You lovingly in Communion. You | 
jare the living Bread. You are the! 
|Source of Holiness. You are the) 
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|to welcome her instead of being| 
|welcomed by her. I was ill when) 
ishe came. That Asiatic flu, or} 


OUR LADY'S STATUE 


By Eddie Doherty 











A friend wrote me a beautiful 
Christmas card during my recent 
travels. ““May Our Lady cover you 
with the blue mantle of her love 


he front room, and arranged the 





flowers -about her. 


ried her statue in from their car, | 
placed her tenderly on a table in) 


| 


She_ stood | 


|something like it, had overtaken | 
/and overwhelmed me. But I was| 
able to get out fo bed. | 

Two of Father James M. 
Keane’s, “Apostles of Mary” car-_| 


|Giver of grace. To You, and to the! 
|Father and the Holy Ghost, we) 
/render glory, now and forever and | 


ever. Amen. 
| May Your Holy Body, Lord | 


| Jesus Christ, our God, lead me to| 
|everlasting life; and may Your) 
|precious blood wash away all re-| 





VISITS WHITEHORSE 


By Louis Stoeckle 
Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Y.T. — From the air, Whitehorse is 


ac 


out as far as the eye can see.. 


halice. In the winter months the walls of the cup are plated with 
a silvery snow. The city is set in a white velvet cushion that reaches 
. and farther. The mountains below 


es of finely woven fabric spread out to catch 


—if she ever catches up to you”,}.7..., > father’ offin | : sey , 
he wrote. The card caught up to| reared 9 “Sua igen earlier, my) thaskesitine, bord. mae thine out | the sun's pure FAya. 
| ae a oe Bere Myce el That is how Our Lady of Fatima saw Whitehorse last February. 


me in Portland, Oregon. But Our isister Ele 


Lady had been with me all the 

time. 
Father 

ways says, 


“Gene” Cullinane al- 


“Our 


anor’s. 

“The men who take this statue 
through the streets of Chicago”, 
Keane told me, ‘do not 


Wather 
L athe 


Lady’s cute; | feel they are riding with a statue. 


she’s terrific!” If I hadn’t already They somehow cannot get rid of 


~ 


| ways be a healthy and a growing} 
joy. And on that day when we 
stand in Your awesome, and most 
terrible and divinely majestic 
presence, let us poor sorry sin- 
|ners stand at Your right hand. 


| It is amazing how she gets around. Yet there she was! She was hover- 


ing over our city for almost an hour. It wasn’t hallucinations on my 


part. Wasn’t a vision either. 


Love and Sorrow 
Bishop Coudert and Father 


nuns and monks. Soldiers, stenos, 
plumbers, cab drivers, children, 


known that, I surely would have/the idea the 1ev are escorting : peter : 

found it out during that long the gon cai x =] ees “ie Pour basa pounty | “Gene” welcomed her to Mary-| housewives— lay men and women 

trip—long in distance and in| ‘thn Coad ths 4 Or 2our most Fure Mother anc! house Chapel. Mamie Legris, Mike|everywhere — must become her 

time. Wherever I paused for a| oo Sa are a |of all the saints. |Wright, Mary Ruth, and Terry|apostles. 

little while, there was Mary,| | sigs Bie! cegeed gst | | Most holy sovereign Mother of|Richaud were in the house when Welcome Mary! 

making me welcome. Whenever aE pe bs nail oe ata ager ove ’ |God, my dark soul’s light, my/she entered. In fact, when she} Corporal “Robbie” Robinson 
a : 4 came into the churches here, she! was on the “welcome committee.” 


/hope, my comfort, my refuge, my | 
bogey my holy Ee ego you | was een by rg rong 0% | Robbie is a mechanic oe ro 
| BEVE Tepe ‘for letting me, a wretched sinner,| people . . . little reverent kids an ; . Oo 
ly once were autos, in railroad | risins tage prog tin 5 | take tint tise the Body and Blood | hoary old sourdoughs, indiana | see leat of Wenty 4 ‘Camp 
cars, in comfortable planes, and| on aa . “ a rt po racy | ‘of your Son, Jesus. |and whites, by Catholics and by|Tahkini. He placed the Legion at 
in flying box cars. ' Plocks from where she was to go.| | You who gave birth to Him, | many who are still separated from) her disposal. 
‘the True Light of the world, give| Her Son’s Church. | When the plane landed the 
|light to the eyes of my spirit. You} Our Lady’s visit to Whitehorse} statue was brought to Mary- 


Mother of Mercy alae? man at the wheel began to| 
I left Madonna House, devoted|search. his pockets for the name ; | 
to Our Lady of Combermere,|of the family the Virgin was to| who gave life to the Giver of all;was one of joy and yet one of | house. That evening it was placed 
with all the boys and girls and|honor, and the address of their| v = 
priests saying the “prayers for| house or flat. While he was so en-| 


life, give life to me. Let me not die| Sorrow. It is the same wherever | in a special shrine built by Broth- 
the travellers”, and singing the|/gaged, a wiry little man came! gepmemgssssS0UU om, | 
| 


pushed on to the next stop, there 
she was again. She rode with me 
in autos, in taxicabs that probab- 


| street address, but the Virgin has 
|never been lost. And she does sur- 




















pity on me. Mother of Love, give and light and grace. Yet there are|dral of the Sacred Heart. On 
me contrition; give me the wish;many who ignore her, or at most; Sunday morning, Father Monnet, 
to surrender myself to you. Give| tolerate her presence. It has been|OMI, welcomed it to the R.C.A-F. 
i|me humility that I may be saved/this way since she first came to|chapel of Our Lady of Loretto. 
|from my faults. Help me to re-|us in the spring-time of 1917. It|Her last stop in the Yukon was 





in my sins. Mother of Mercy, have| She goes. She comes bringing love,| er Mercier, O.M.I., in the Cathe- 
farewell hymn — which is also} bustling out of a frame dwelling 





our favorite hymn—Salve Mater | down the street. 


Misericordiae. | “She comes to my house”, he| ' 


I started for New Orleans, to| said. 
gather material for a book on| 


Sister Stanislaus Malone of the 
Sisters of Charity, who did so 
much for the poor during her 
nearly seventy years as a nurse 
in the Charity Hospital. 

But I stopped enroute at the 
Trappist monastery in Kentucky 
There “Our Lady of Gethsemani”’ 
was my hostess. In New Orleans 
I met Brother Roberto of the 
Holy Cross Brothers. He was just 
about to publish a book on “Our 
Lady of Prompt Succor”’. 

When the British were threat- 
ening that city, during our sec- 
ond war with England, the Ur- 
suline nuns prayed unceasingly 
to Our Lady under that title. The 
magnificent army of red coats 
was destroyed. Never had such an 
experienced and disciplined force 
met such terrible disaster. The 
American defenders could scarce 
be called an army. They were 
volunteers, militiamen, sharp- 
shooters from Kentucky and 
Tennessee with their own ideas 
of soldiering, and some of Laf- 
fite’s old pirate gunners. The 
battle lasted less than half an 
hour. The British casualties were 
more than two thousand. The 
Americans, under General An- 
drew Jackson, had seven dead, 
six wounded! 

Pilgrim Virgin 

The history of the city is wrap- 
ped up in Our Lady and the 
nuns devoted to her. 

I returned to my home in Chi- 
cago in time to welcome the Pil- 
grim Virgin of Fatima. It was 
nice to act as host for a change; 
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The men in the car knew bet- 
ter. But they could not find 
either the name or the address 
they were looking for. They 
thought there might have been 
a change of plans. Probably this 
man had phoned Fr. Keane and 
arranged for this. Then wh 
hadn’t the priest told them? 

But why had. they stopped 
here, of all places? And how 
was it that this little man knew 
who they were and what their 
errand was? Well, they said, 
stranger things had happened. 
Still, they pumped the little man 
—an excitable Irish type. 

A Clean Scandal 

“Whisht!”, he said, impa- 
tience eating him. “Wasn’t Her- 
self here last night? Her Own 
self in person! And no dream, 
mind you! Bidding me prepare 
for her coming. Come in; come 
in. Don’t dawdle here. Pick her 
up and bring her in. 

“The house is that clean it’s 
a scandal to the neighborhood. I 
cleaned it myself. On my hands 
and knees. All last night I clean- 
ed it. With a_ scrubbing brush 
and all. Me that’s never done a 
stroke of women’s work in all my 
life before. But she would have it 
no other way. 

“Ah, ’tis the dirty filthy place 

you have here, Michael’, she said. 
And my statue coming to you to- 
morrow! Clean up the parlor at 
least; I don’t like dirt. Nor dust, 
Michael. Nor cob-webs in the cor- 
ners, use plenty of soap and wa- 
ver. Get down on your marrow 
bones and go to work’ ”. 
” The “apostles” looked at each 
other, and then stared at the 
iittle man. He bristled, ready to 
fight them both, big and tough 
as they were. 

“She comes to my house”, he 


said. ‘“‘Make no mistake about 
that.” 

The statue was taken immedi- 
ately in. 


She was There! 

Truly, looking at the statue, I 
could not help but feel that Mary 
was here. It was a blessing to 
feel like that, especially on this 
day. It was an anniversary of 
my sister’s death. She died on 
her 15th birthday. It was also 
an anniversary of my mother’s 
death. 

I found “Our Lady of Gua- 
dalupe” in Winslow, Arizona. I 
had always loved Our Lady under 
that title. A little picture of 
her, bought in a Mexican store 
in Chicago, has blessed my bed- 
room for many years; and a vigil 
light burning before it has cheer- 
ed-me through a thousand rest- 
less nights. . 

In Oregon I found “Our Lady 
of Guadalupe” again, In Port- 
land, and in Lafayette. I found 
here also under another title in 
the Benedictine shrine at Crook- 





ed Finger, a few 








Mount Angel. 





(Continued on Page Four) 


miles from 


Glory To You, 0 God! 


(These prayers were translated 
from the original Greek of St. John 


peewee wwe 





Y| Chrysostom into Russian, then were 


turned into modern Englsh by 
some unidentified scribe. They fol- 
low the Eastern rite Mass. Fr. Jo- 
seph Ledit, S.J.. introduced them 
to Madonna House during a series 
of Eastern rite Masses he said last 
February. They are appropriate 
especially in this Easter time.) 


Glory to You, O God; Glory to 
You, O God; Glory to You, O God! 


I thank You, O Lord, my God, 
because You did not reject me as 
a sinner but deigned to make me 
participate-in Your holiness. I 
thank You, because, although I 
am unworthy, You deigned to 
make me partake of Your most 
pure and heavenly gifts. 


Now, merciful Lord who died 
for us and rose again and gave 
us these awesome and life-giving 
mysteries for the welfare and the 
sanctification of our bodies and 
souls, grant that they may indeed 
heal our bodies and souls, drive 
away all enemies, give radiance 
to the eyes of our hearts, bring 
peace and strength to our spirits, 
give us faith that is untainted by 
any desire for human respect, 
give us a love free of hypocrisy, 
give us the fullness of wisdom, 
give us an ever-growing measure 
of Your divine grace. 


Let us remember, Lord, that we 
belong to Your Kingdom. May 
these, Your heavenly gifts, keep 
us ever in Your 
Your grace. May we always re- 
member that we do not live for 
ourselves, but for You, our Lord 
and loving Father. May we re- 
member that we live in this life in 
the hope of receiving eternal life, 
and everlasting peace. May we re- 
member that we live in hope of 
hearing the unceasing voices of 
those who praise You constantly, 
and that we may find the joy of 
those who forever stand in Hea- 
ven and look upon Your face! 
May we realize, always, that You 
are the joy of all who love You, 
the true desire of all human 
hearts. Christ, Our Lord, let all 
creatures sing to You forver. 
Amen. 


Lord, Christ, God, King of 
Ages, Creator of all things, I 
thank You for all the gifts You 
have showered upon me, especial- 
ly for letting me take part in this 
divine banquet, this godly feast 
of love. ~ 

Please, Blessed and Merciful 
Lord, keep me under Your pro- 
tection, hide me in the shadow of 
Your wing. Grant that I may 
keep my conscience clean all my 





ee 


kingdom, in| P 


‘glories joyously all the days of! 
my life. O Blessed Virgin Mary I 
love you forever. Amen. 


| Now dismiss Your servant, 
Lord, according to Your words 
of peace; because my eyes have 
Seen the Salvation which You 
have prepared for all Your 
people; a Light to the revelation 
of the Gentiles, and a glory to 
Your people, Israel. To See Her O 
ea ‘o See Her Own 
Gece atin oy: gE gpl pe] Almost two years had gone by 
sins; pardon our offenses; visit us|S!2¢e Mr. Moore took her to the 


and cure us of all our weaknesses, YUKon. She wanted to come 
for Your Name’s sake. Lord have| #820, for this is the home of so 
mercy; Christ have mercy; Lord|™@"y of her beloved Indian 
have mercy. Glory be etc. | People. ; 

True Mother of God. more glor- | As the craft neared Whitehorse, 
ious than the Cherubim, and in-| ‘ne pilot began to signal for a 
finitely higher than the Serg-| anding. It was no use. A hea 
phim, you who gave birth to God|f08 had settled over the valley. 
and still remain a Virgin, we love bisong ed eee circied a . the 

ou; ral ; : 
y ye Pee set ney Dare town. Since there was some pos- 
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|pass the town and return to 
All of the Staff received polio 


The plane, a Pan-American 
|Convair, left Fairbanks, Alaska, 
early that morning. It cargo was 
unusual — but precious. A life 
size image of the Blessed Virgin 
Mary. Cargo? She was THE pas- 
senger! Seated beside her was 
Father Patrick Moore, S.F.M.... 
her personal escort for nearly a 
decade. 











| Alaska, Father Moore decided to 
bless the Yukon from above. 

He consecrated to Mary’s Im- 
maculate Heart once again this 
vast Vicariate of Bishop Coudert, 
OMI: the priests, the religious, 











vaccine shots in March due to Maryhouse, Mrs. Hunter, the 
the kindness of our good friend,/Q Connors, the Indians on their 
Doctor Dreimen, of Ottawa. trapline, the taxi drivers, the 


housewives, the sick and the in- 
firm, the merchants on main 
street, the huskies howling at the 
church bell, the ravens perched 
on telephone poles. He _ blessed 
them all. . . because they all be- 
long to Her. 


Then he blessed his fellow pas- 
sengers. Especially the man in the 
brown tweed suit. They had tra- 
velled together before, this man 
and Father Moore. Then Our 
Lady’s image was referred to as 
“that thing.” 


She Is Terrific 


The gum-chewing population 
of Madonna House _ vastly in- 
creased during Lent—as all the 
Staff gave up smoking! 


Ten of our group were chosen 
to become the “Madonna House 
Players” to present a Marian 
Medley in several of our neigh- 
boring parishes under the direc- 
tion of Father William Dwyer, 
the pastor of the neighboring 
village of Madawaska. The pur- 
ose of this activity was to raise 
funds for the new Saint Francis 
Hospital to be built in Barry’s 


Bay. 
«<Q»? Suddenly the sun appeared. 
The “B” and Father Callahan| Just as suddenly, the fog lifted 
leave this month to visit/into the clear blue air. “That,” 


ihe houses of our apostolate. 

Our Registrar is happily sur- 
prised at the number of reserva- 
tions she has already received for 
our Summer School, and the 
Cana Colony. 

Although we really enjoyed the 
winter, and the _ crotch-deep 
snow, still we are happy to wel- 
come the crocuses, and the nar- 
cissi, and the hyacinths, along 
with our new calves, and lambs, 
and baby Angora rabbits. The 
new life ties in so _ beautifully 
with the Easter Liturgy, and the 
Resurrection. 

Our carpenters are beginning 
to build the sixth cabin at the 
Cana Colony. It is to be named 
Sst. Gerard’s. 

In counting our blessings the 
other day, one of the group said, 
“The biggest blessing in Madon- 
na House—is no TV!” 


said Father Moore, “is the way 
Mary works in the minds and 
hearts of men. She clears away 
the mist, so we can the more 
easily see Christ within them.” 


As the plane coasted along the 
runway, the man in the brown 
tweed suit said: “I thought for 
sure we would have to go on to 
Juneau! But it looks like she 
wanted to come down!” 


Probably the happiest person 
in the Yukon that day was Bishop 
Coudert. For thirty-two years a 
missionary of Mary Immaculate, 
His Excellency welcomes every 
opportunity to make Mary better 
known and loved. If the message 
of Fatima does not take firm root 
in Canadian soil, it will not be 
because of priests like these 
Oblate Fathers of the North. 

The appeal of the Pilgrim 
Virgin however, must be made 
known not only by priests, or by 








ceive Your Son every day with a|is one aspect of Her Son’s life re-|the Army chapel of Our Lady of 
clean heart. Then I may sing your | enacted. ‘““He came unto His own| Victory. This is 
and His own received Him not.” | “parish.” 


Father Gene’s 


For those who were unable to 
visit the statue, because of sick- 
ness, a special treat was in store. 
She came to them. Father Moore 
was not able to get to all of them, 
of course, because his time was 
very limited — but he visited 
many. 

A World Tour 

“The Statue of the Pilgrim 
Virgin,” said Father Moore, “is 
not something that Catholics 
worship. It is merely a symbol of 
hope and peace. It is a reminder 
that peace will come, and Her 
Immaculate Heart will triumph— 
if we pray and do penance as she 
requested at Fatima. For this 


VY/reason, during this Marian Year 


of 1958, the statue will be carried 
around the world by aircraft... 
Seattle, Alaska, Yukon, Honolulu, 
Hong Kong, Bombay, Cairo, Da- 
mascus, Rome, Fatima ... and 
back to America.” 

As Father Moore spoke of Our 
Lady’s image circling the earth, 
my thoughts turned to other 
symbols circling around our 
globe. They represent man’s 
home-made god, “Force.” 














Cause of Our Joy 











MARY ’S in my window! 
(MARY’S in yours, too?) 

Silver swords of icicles 

Stand guard at Heaven’s blue! 


Red dawn for Her halo— 
White snow-sandaled feet! — 
(Here the earnest Aves of 

The world find sweet retreat!) 


MARY smiles in Springtime— 

Bird-song in the air! 

Golden sunlight planting bril- 
liant 

Blossoms in Her hair! 


Summer sings with MARY— 
Hums with bumblebees! 
Locusts for Her Choir-boys, 
Ceaseless melodies! 


Autumn honors MARY— 
Gleaming gold and brown! 
Harvesting Her grain and grapes 
To amethyst Her crown! 


MARY ’S All Fair Weather! 
Nature’s Warming Kiss! — 
Mother of Each Season— 
Thou, The Reason 

For Our Bliss! 





Sr. M. St. Francis O.L. C.R. 
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like? 


force that hit us hard. 


IN THE DARKNESS; 
GRASPED IT NOT.” 


the dead. Verily He 


It isn’t anymore, 


THE LIGHT OF CHRIST 
IANS! 
Whole Christian 


they barely can’ see. So 


How is this light to 


ful, yet it has to be done. 


gin to realize that the all 
so much what they DO.. 


Perhaps the prayer 


LIFs! 


RISEN 
WORLD .. 


neighbors, into that dark 


whole law of love. . 


WHERE LOVE IS - GOD IS 


Lumen Christi. Alleluia. Christ is Risen. His 
light shineth over the world. But what is this world 


The words of St. John, the Beloved’s Gospel 
come back at us in this year of grace 1958—with a | 


“IN HIM WAS LIFE, AND THE LIFE WAS 
THE LIGHT OF MEN. AND THE LIGHT SHINES 


Easter is the feast of Life. Christ is Risen from 
is Risen.. 
death and Ressurection, he bought us 
ing. He is Life. . . and that life IS LIGHT. Those who 
follow Him shall not know darkness. How many of us 
do know the light and follow it? Because so few do, 
the world is still in a stygian gloom, though THE 
LIGHT SHINES IN THE DARKNESS! 


Christ’s light only to the pagan. Oh no! It has become 
the strange and frightening question of BRINGING 


countries 
again, unbelievable as this may seem, LANDS OF 
DARKNESS. And, beholding them, the pagans turn 
their faces away from the Light that is Christ . .. which 


BLOTTING THIS LIGHT OUT. 


be given by the few to the many, even at the expense 
of our lives. Each Christian who has arisen to follow 
the light, must become a light Himself, a reflector of 
Christ. . . in fact, another Christ! 


To be a light one must burn. Burning is pain- 
burning torches of zeal and Caritas. They must be- 


. but what they ARE. The 
doing will follow quite easily the being. 
They must be flames of love! 


Assisi holds the answer: LORD, MAKE ME AN IN- 
STRUMENT OF YOUR PEACE. WHERE THERE IS 
HATRED, LET ME SOW LOVE, WHERE THERE IS 
INJURY, PARDON; WHERE THERE IS DOUBT, 
FAITH; WHERE THERE IS DESPAIR, HOPE; 
WHERE THERE IS DARKNESS, LIGHT; AND 
WHERE THERE IS SADNESS, JOY. 


Or the words of an unknown saint of old: 
LET MY SILENCE BRING FORTH THE WORD .. 
MY REST, HIS ACTION . 


LUMEN CHRISTI... ALLELUIA! 
HIS LIGHT SHINES OVER THE 


Let us then plunge, 


“know His Light”. And, burning with love of Him, 
let us consume ourselves in implementing those two 
prayers. They hold within their simple phrasing the 
. and its light. 





| 
| 


AND THE DARKNESS 


. Alleluia. By His 
life everlast- 


a question of bringing 
BACK TO THE CHRIST- 


have become 


many “Christians” keep 


be brought back? It must 


Christians must become 


important question is not 


of the Little Poverello of 


.. MY DEATH ... HIS 


CHRIST IS 


for love of Him and our 
world that still does not 











For Our Subscribers 








zw 


ART NOTE 











Bless, O Lord, all our subscribers 
who are prompt to renew. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who are zealous to find us new 
readers. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who sponsor foreign readers, 
even though they cannot remit. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who send us their old and new 
addresses when they move. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who take the trouble to read all 
we write. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who remail Restoration to 
friends, and who make it 
known. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
past, present and future. Grant 
them such a great love that in 
Heaven they will rejoice to 
have been our readers. 

Bless, Lord, all our subscribers 
who pray for our editors. 


‘Martin written by Mary Fabyan 


palsy disappeared.” 





Sister Mary Angela, OS.F., 
who made that charming little 
bronze bust of Bl. Martin de 
Porres, has now poduced a mod- 
ern placque of the holy Domin- 
ican lay brother. It is mounted 
on wood, and known as “Lad of 
Lima”—after the book about 


Windeatt. an 

“Some years ago”, re a pam- 
phlet whieh accompanies the 
placque, “Sister Mary Angela was 
stricken with . The doctors 
could not promise her relief for 
at least 3 months, and probably 
not for 3 years . . . Sister prom- 
ised to promote devotion to Bles- 
sed Martin if he cured her. Im- 
mediately she set out to create a 
bust of him... Within 3 days the 


Any reader wishing to contact 
Sister Mary Angela will be glad 
to know her address—507 E. Col- 
lege Avenue, Waukesha, Wiscon- 
sin. 








A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, Father of us all: 
When I saw those jig-saw puzzles 
in Edmonton, it did not occur to 
me that You had sent them as 
Spiritual Reading. They were 
temptations, challenges,  dis- 
tractions. I succumb easily to 
temptations and _ distractions; 
and challenges have always lur- 
ed me—to happiness or woe. 

There was plenty of work cal- 
ling to me. Books to begin; books 
to finish. Articles to write for 
magazines. Articles to write for 
Restoration. Letters to answer. 
Books to study for research. 
Books to judge for the library— 
to accept or to condemn. (There 
are so many trashy, lascivious, 
pornographic, or atheistic books, 
Lord, one has to be careful about 
donations to the library — lest 
they throw the writers’ filth into 
the eyes of Your children.) 


It Must Fit Snugly 
I sat over those queer jig-saw 


| bits, selecting them one at a time 
|in order to make a beautiful mo- 
| Saic. 
|This fits here. It fits perfectly. 


Selecting and _ rejecting. 
But the colors are wrong. Obvi- 
ously it does not belong here, 
whether it fits or not. Ah, here is 
the piece I want. No. It is the 
right color, but it does not fit. It 
almost fits. But it is just as 
wrong as if it had been an entire- 
ly different color. 

Keep looking. Keep searching. 
(This is me, Lord, talking to my- 
self.) There is only one piece in 
that pile of seven hundred or a 
thousand, or a_ thousand and 
some, one special piece that fits 
here; one piece made purposely 
to fit here and no place else. Rub 
your eyes. Wipe your glasses. Get 
a magnifying glass. Look 
through all the blue pieces. What 
you want has to be blue. It has 
to be a particular shade of blue. 
And it has to have a thin white 
line on one end of it—a white 
line as thin as a hair. 

Keep looking. Keep searching. 
You’ll find it eventually, Doher- 
ty. The needle in the haystack? 
Easy—if you had a magnet. The 
magnet here is patience—but a 
good eye wouldn’t hurt. 

Lost or Strayed 

Lord, I began to doubt. Sup- 
pose the piece I wanted was not 
there! This was a donation, this 


puzzle. Other people had sat over 
it, enjoying it. Other people had 
broken it up, afterwards. Regret- 
fully. Destroying its beauty. 
Ending all the fun and the hard 
work and the little triumphs it 
had given them. And they had 
sent it to Marian Centre that 
others might enjoy it. But per- 
haps one of them had been care- 
less when he put the pieces back 
in the box. Maybe some pieces 
fell, were swept up and burnt. 

I likened the puzzle to the 
clothes I wear, and the things I 
eat, and all the things given me 
for my use. All second-hand. 
Some of the clothes have rips, or 
tiny patches, or other defects. 
Sometimes the food does not 
placate my plutocratic, pamper- 
ed palate. 

But there was love in the send- 
ing of these things, and there is 
love in the disposing of them— 
love for the donors, love for You. 
I would have it no other way, 
Lord. It was in keeping with our 
way of life in this apostolate, 
that there should be pieces mis- 
sing. Even with pieces missing 
the puzzles fascinated me. 

Sometimes, in their leisure 
moments, the girls came in to 
help me. Sometimes they sat and 
talked to me. 

“Why does God love me?”, one 
asked. “I am nobody in particu- 
lar. I’m just an ordinary girl. 
There is not a_ thing special 
about me. Absolutely nothing. 
There isn’t a single thing about 
me anybody could love, especially 
God. I know He loves me; but 
why should He?” 

Even while I contemplate a jig- 
saw puzzle, Lord, You are with 
me, talking to me, talking 
through me to others. 

“Do you live Him?”, I asked. 

“Of course”, she said. Her tone 
implied that my question was 
silly because everybody loved 
God, no matter if they were just 
ordinary people. 

“God loves the baby just born,” 
I said, “though it is neither good 
nor bad.” 

God Loves Us All 


“Oh”, the girl tossed that ar- 
gument aside—and picked up a 
piece I had been looking for, a 
piece that had eluded me for 
hours. She dropped it into place 
with no feeling of accomplish- 
ment. It was as if she had seen 
a place that needed sweeping and 
had swept it. “Oh, of course God 
es a baby. A _ baby cannot 

mn 


“Neither can it practice vir- 
tue”, I said. “God loves every 
creature He has made. He loves 
mankind especially. He loves 
the good, the indifferent, and 
the bad. He loves those who sin 
against Him. He sent His Son 
down to earth to be a man, and 
to die, to redeem all sinners—es- 
eromnggs A the worst of them. If He 
oves sinners who do not love 
Him, who may even hate Him, 
how much does He love those 
who love Him—especially those 
like you, who give their whole 
lives to Him?” 

“Thanks,” the girl said. “I 
love Him. But I am such a drip, 
such a terrible mess. I am glad 
to realize He loves me. I guess a 
girl has to be told, every so often, 
that someone loves her. Imagine 
though, being lucky enough to 
be loved by God! 


Jig-Saw Prayers 

The jig-saw puzzle became, 
Lord, not just a temptation or a 
snare after that. It did indeed be- 
come Spiritual Reading, a book 
of meditations. 

I saw you as the Maker of all 
jig-saw puzzles. Every creature 
of Yours is as complicated as any 
such puzzle, Lord. We here in the 
world, we little bits of flesh and 
bone and color and odd shapes, 
we are all jig-saw pieces. Some of 
us are where You want us! where 


You planned, through ali etern-| 


ity, that we should be. Having 
free will, though, we are ani- 
mated. We can ignore You, 
God, and go where we think we 
belong. We can even fall off 
Your table and be thrown out 
with the trash. 

We do not see the mosaic into 
which we have been destined to 
fit. We will see it only when 
You reveal it to us. 

You have made uncounted 
billions of jig-saw pieces, God, 
And only You know the pat- 
tern You have in mind — if I 
may say You have a mind. In 
our childish conception we furnish 
You with an infinite mind. “The 
mind of God”, we say. That is be- 
cause we can think of You only 
in human terms. You have made 


them. And You will continue to 
make them so long as it pleases 
You to do so. 

Those Missing Pieces 

You fit them all together; the 
living and the dead and the gen- 
erations not yet born. You play 
with them continually, as I did in 
Marian Centre, and as Ido now, 
here in Combermere. (We have 
also had donations of these 
puzzles.) You love each piece, the 
drab as well as the gay; the out- 
side pieces, that are distinguished 
by their straight edges, as well as 
the crazy-shaped pieces that are 
interlocked somewhere in the 
middle. 

And You too must find there 
are some pieces missing—against 
your will. I wonder if You do not 
feel more sorrow over that than 
anyone on earth can realize. 

Thank You for the puzzles, 
Lord. Thanks for placing me 
where I belong. But if You find 
that I have grown out of the 
shape You gave me—that I have 
become warped or bloated — or 
that the color You gave me has 
faded, through my own fault, and 
no longer entitles me to this par- 
ticular place—then, God remove 
me! 

But do not let me fall off Your 
table; do not let me be swept away 
from You; do not permit me to be 
cast into the fire. Because, like 
that girl, I too love You, God. 

Your Eddie 





Outer Circle Letter 
Number 147 


Last issue we discussed vocat- 
ions with you, parents of child- 
ren. We have heard from some 
of you. The arguments we pre- 
sented seemed valid to them. 
What about the other side? 

Today we would like to talk to 
you about PREPARATIONS FOR 
VOCATIONS. We have discussed 
that subject several times—but it 
is one that needs to be repeated, 
for again modern parents have 
forgotten one P Y TRUTH 
... THAT THE HOME IS TRULY 
THE CRADLE .. . THE NOVITI- 
ATE FOR ALL VOCATIONS. 

What I$ $ucce$$? 

There is much talk about edu- 
cation these days. America and 
Canada are making a painful 
examine of conscience, and its 
adult population is finding out. . 
that Freud and Professor Dewey 
have led it up a truly primrose 
path; that we must revaluate all 
our values; that we must do it 
NOT EMOTIONALLY but intel- 
lectually. With an intellect illumi 
inated by Faith. Faith in God. 
Else all our searching and their 














fruits—findings—will still be far 
from reality. 


uncounted billions. You still make |: 


In order to do so we must first 
foremost, and last, get rid of one 
terrible and most harmful (in 
this case) emotion—FEAR. Our 
education in the first place went 
awry because fear had taken pos- 
session of us. Oh we had many 
causes for fear—yet it truly ran 
amok. We have lost the right 
sense of value, because we gave 
in, more or less, to the modern 
heresies of materialism, and se- 
cularism. We have become afraid 
of pain. We have begun to dream 
dreams of a painless world, one 
full of comforts and gadgets. To 
get these we set up, consciously or 
unconsciously, a new standard 
of success—MONEY. 

My Son An Egg-Head! 

One was successful when one 
made much money. That, and 
that alone, was the theme of 
HOME BOY MAKES GOOD. We 
innoculated our children with 
that idea. We even taught them 
to evaluate our parental love by 
the amount of money we give 
them—and our sacrifice in doing 
without it for their sake. Phrases 
like, “your father and I slaved 
morning, noon and night, to give 
you a college education so that 
you could amount to something— 
(meaning be financially success- 
ful)’ and you want to be an art- 
ist! A nun! A priest! A brother! 
A writer! An egg head! There is 
money in all this?” 

Nor did we want to see our 
children enter the novitiate of 
life—which is the novitiate of joy 
and pain and reality, for which a 
child must be equipped day by 
day, hour by hour, mostly 
through the example of the par- 
ents. 

We made life easy for them, 
sheltering them, over-protecting 
them, making them dependent on 
false values. We let them choose 
courses that, in the very depth 
of our hearts, we knew would not 
add an i nch to their intellectual 
stature, but would, in turn, brin 
in the shining dollars. Not all of 
us did this, but enough of us did 
—as our educational mess proves 

oday. 


Pax EXT! 


~ 


Reading? No, Speeding 

Books vanished from the home. 
So did reading together. Family 
walks and closeness to nature 
vanished too. The car goes so fast 
everywhere there is no time to 
see anything. Home became a 
place to eat and sleep and change 
clothing. Family life almost van- 
ished in the “apartness” of TV 
watching. There was so little to 
share. And no time even to share 
that little 

Painless studies. Painless up- 
bringing. Discipline was old fash- 
ioned—it might hurt the little 
darlings’ subconscious! Even now 
we discuss our educational fail- 
ures in terms of fears .. . fears of 
the Russians and their know-how 
. . . fears of missiles hitting us. 
Now we think in terms of making 
children slaves of science. We be- 
gin dimly also to glimpse that 
there may be money in them 
there hills. Scientists, it develops, 
are going to be better paid. 

Missing in Inaction 

The humble approach to learn- 
ing, its glorious intellectual dis- 
cipline, and its joys—are still 
sputnik miles away from our 
thinking. The ‘school of know- 
ledge that is the home is not even 
thought of yet. . . where the child 
is introduced gently and softly 
to God, the Source of all know- 
ledge, and for Whose sake, ultim- 
ately, all knowledge is eg 

Appreciation of beauty in lit- 
erature, art, music and nature 
and the searching out together of 
God’s face in the simple humble 
things of creation that bring the 
child to understand his hunger 
and his need—these are still ab- 
sent from most of our modern 
homes! 

We still have not grasped that 
a human being who has a round- 
ed out cultural education can and 
will adapt himself to almost any 
work. His mind, supple and train- 
ed in disciplined thinking and 
acting, will make short shrift of 
“specializing”. 

Broad flows the river of know- 
ledge. Broad and beautiful. And 
its source is the home. The home 
alone must sow the seed of all vo- 
cations and avocations into the 
minds, hearts, and souls of the 
children entrusted to it by God. 

It is never to be forgotten that 
EDUCATION EXISTS NOT BE- 
CAUSE OF FEARS OR REWARD 
... BUT FOR ITS OWN SAKE... 
AND FOR GOD’S SAKE... FOR 
ALL KNOWLEDGE PROPERLY 
GIVEN, ABSORBED, AND AP- 
PLIED, WILL ULTIMATEY- 
LEAD ALL MEN TO HIM WHO 
IS! 





A NEW 
CHAPEL RISES 


By Catherine Maynard 








Winslow, Arizona—“A dream 
is a wish your heart makes when 
you're fast asleep”. But these 
days most of my dreaming is 
done with my eyes wide open. My 
heart makes many wishes that 
I’m sure will all become a reality 
someday. You see, I’m dreaming 
about the growth of La Casa de 
Nuestra Senora, Our Lady’s 
House in Winslow. 

Long before we arrived in Win- 
slow our Bishop gave his permis- 
sion for a chapel. Every director 
and every staff worker, too, 
dreams of having the Blessed 
Sacrament dwell in the midst of 
the house. To be the heart of the 
house and the center of all activ- 
ity, blessing all that is done and 
giving it meaning. This dream is 
already a reality! St. Francis of 
Assisi’s chapel, ‘made of adobe 
brick, is rising out of the 
ground. And day by day it gets 
nearer to completion. 

Plans For Growth 

The chapel has_ been placed 
with much thought, and in such 
a position that other buildings 
can be built around it. Even 
physically, the chapel will be the 
center of all that goes on here. 

I dream often of a huge build- 
ing, with room for lively children 
to move around and bounce and 
jump ... room to play games, to 
sing and dance... room to paint 
and build and talk. There would 
be room in this huge building for 
catechism classes, a place to 
learn about God, to think about 





&|Him and to get to know Him bet- 


ter. 
“As the B puts it” 

And I dream of a library. “A 
place of rest and peace” his 
peace. A place of beauty and or- 
der. Simple. Uncluttered. As 
spacious as possible, so there will 
be room for men to find God 
there. A library that will be a 
place of meeting—Christian and 
pagan; Jew and Gentile; workers 
and students, whites and non- 
whites, the rich and the poor... 
all coming together in unity and 
love and feeling at home. Sem- 
inars, lectures, open forums, 
study clubs, book reviews... all 
this will go on in the library. I 
dream that it will fill an over- 
whelming human need, the need 
for quiet, for solitude...A 
“quiet room” in the library is a 
MUST. 

I dream, of course, of a kitchen, 
a laundry, a dining room, living 
quarters for the staff. And a sew- 
ing room, a place where girls can 
meet and learn. A handicraft 
room. A place to relax, talk, and 
become women! For the men and 
boys, I dream about a hobby room 
... where leathercraft, woodwork, 
and, above all, holiness will be 
taught. 

In my dreams I see a dispens- 
ary, complete with nurses. A little 
room with a motto. “Let the sick 
be treated as Christ”. Then every 
band-aid and splint and pill will 
be served with great love. It will 
become a place where people will 
bring their sick and _ broken 
hearts and souls, as well as their 
sick and broken bodies. Courses 
in Home Nursing and First Aid 
will be two of many that should 
come from this little room of our 
future buildings. 

I guess a dreamer can be as ex- 
travagant as she wants to be, 
and so I go on. There’s a great 
stretch of unused land out be- 
hind the other buildings I’m 
dreaming about, and without too 
much effort I can see a gym 
there. Not a grand, expensive 
brick building ...in fact, my 
dream gym is even missing a 
few of the “extras”. It’s possibly 
an inexpensive hangar-type 
building, with room for lots of 
running, jumping and moving 
around. 

A Sports Arena 

Can’t you just see a boxing 
ring there on some days? And 
badminton players pushing lots 
of little birdies around? Basket- 
ball, volley-ball, tumbling, gym- 
nastics. .. all the things that 
young, energetic growing bodies 
need. Square dances, plays, fies- 
tas of all sorts will happen effort- 
lessly once we have t. ; 

These aren’t just idle dreams 
that come from nowhere .. . these 
dreams are the ression of 
what HAS TO BE! We must ex- 
pand or expire (and we have no 
intention of doing that). The 
needs that surround us daily, the 
lack of space and facilities, make 
us dream these dreams. 

They will come true, because 
we have transposed them into 
pleading prayers. . . “If you ask 


the Father anything in My Name, ; 


He will give it to you. . 
I hope you will all pray with us 
and help make our dreams come 





true. ; 
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A DAY OF A 
STAFF WORKER OF 
MADONNA HOUSE 


By Catherine Doherty 
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In the last issue of Restoration | 
I tried to tell you where your gen-| 
erous gifts of money went in 
Madonna House. Today I would| 
like to give you a picture of our| 
daily life, so that the skeleton of} 
our humble Lay Apostolate may | 
clothe itself in flesh for you, be-| 
come clearer to you. This is as it) 
should be, for your charity and 
interest make you part of us. 

As I have explained, we are 
members of a Secular Institute | 
according to the directives and 
Constitutions Provida Mater | 
Ecclesia, Cum Sanctissimus, 
and Primo Feliciter. Which means} 
that we are LAY PEOPLE 
TOTALLY CONSECRATED TO) 
GOD IN THE WORLD, CON-| 
SECRATED UNDER THE THREE 
VOWS OF PERFECTION 
CHASTITY, POVERTY, AND 
OBEDIENCE, as His Holiness 
wished some specially called laity 
to be. 














| 
| 
| 
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Now Just Suppose 

Let us suppose for a moment, | 
that you are either a young man 
of tweny years of age (or over— 
up to thirty-five), or a young lady 
of that age group — that you are 
interested in clarifying your vo- 
cation in life — and that through 
a lecture, a book, an article, a 
sermon, a retreat, a Summer 
School of Catholic Action, or just) 
through a priest, nun or lay| 
friend, you heard of this new 
vocation. 

You set about finding out more 
about them. In the process you 
may discover MADONNA HOUSE) 
Secular Institute, in Combermere, | 
Ontario, Canada. So you sit down| 
and write us a letter — or come}! 
in person to visit us. 

Here you find priests ready and | 
able to advise you fully on the 
ins and outs of this vocation. For 
our Institute is one of Priests, 
Laymen and Laywomen (yes this 
too is according to the Pope’s 
directives). You also find my poor 
Self, at present the Director Gen- 
eral of the Institute, ready to 
help you. 

We talk things over. You are 
interested. If you are a man you 
also can discuss the matter with 
the Men’s Director, who will fill 
in the special details of interest 
to you. 

Visiting Volunteers 

If you are free of family res- 
ponsibilities, and in good mental 
and physical health, it will be 
suggested to you, that, since our 
vocation is both new to most 
Catholics and also quite-hard, it 
would be advisable for you to 
make doubly sure, by sharing our 
lives as a Visiting Volunteer. 

This status is almost self ex- 

lanatory. It means that you will 

living at Madonna House, for a 
year, or any part of it, OUR 
FULL LIFE. Work with us, pray 
with us and sit in on some of the 
long academic training our mem- 
bers receive. In a word, for = 
purposes you will be part of “the 
family,” with the exception, of 
course, that you will have no voice 
in the running of it. Also you are 
free to leave without notice of 
any kind, whenever you wish. You 
are responsible for your medical, 
dental, and miscellaneous finan- 
cial expenditures, for which we, 
naturally, at this stage, do not 
assume any responsibility. 

This “living together and shar- 
ing our prayer, work and study 
life” is the best clarification of 
VOCATIONS IN GENERAL and 
OURS in particular. Many young 
people who have tried it have 
gone to the priesthood, the con- 
vent, or to happy catholic mar- 
riages. Many have stayed with us. 

Two Great Days 

Should you be one of these and 
clarify your vocation to our In- 
stitute your next step will be to 
apply for your acceptance. Should 
you be so accepted, you may be- 
gin your Staff Worker Training 
(Novitiate) on either of the two 
Entrance Days we have, Septem- 
ber 8th, and January 6th. 

You will be asked to attend to 
your eyes and teeth at your own 
expense; and also at your own 
expense, to get and present us 
the following documents: a health 
_ certificate, received one month or 
sooner, before entrance; a baptis- 
mal certificate; a certificate of 


confirmation; a letter of recom- 
mendation from your former 


This done, the happy entrance 


day come and gone, your life will 
fall in simple godly lines. You will 
get up around 6.45 a.m. to be on 
time for 7.15 meditation. Mass 
will follow at 7.30. Thanksgiving 
and Prime (the official morning 
prayer hour of the Church) will 
complete your morning prayers. 
Breakfast will follow. 
What Can You Do? 

Then each of you will go to your 

assigned work, or lecture, or 


'study periods. For our academic 


training is long — and so is our 
practical training. A Lay Apostle, 
totally dedicated to the Social 
Works of the Church, must learn 
a lot about many things. He must 
be deeply formed in the spiritual 
life, and be a jack of all trades, 
and even a master of some. 

Men work at maintenance. 
Farm. Workshop. Bookkeeping. 
Recreation (teen agers and child- 
ren). Shipping. Restoration (our 
newspaper). Office Work. Social 
Work. They train in leadership, 
in cooking, in First Aid, and many 
other things. 

Women train in household arts. 
Handicraft. Office Work. Social 
Work. Sewing. Nursing. First Aid. 
Dietetics. Laundry Work. Recrea- 
tional Work. Gardening. 

Both train in writing, drama, 


public speaking, music, and sing-| 


ing if they have talents for 
such. 

Though we have no _ specific 
educational requirements and do 
accept people with all varieties of 
knowledge and education, we also 
train them (if the needs of the 
apostolate dictates) to obtain 
needed degrees. 

Need Training? 

Consider the fact that already 
many college and _ professional 
people are members of our In- 
stitute. These can easily be sent 
to get further education, of use 
to our apostolate. 

Nurses can take special post- 
graduate courses in Psychiatry, 
Public Health, or Obstetrics. 
Teachers can further their train- 
ing. And people with special tal- 
ents can also be given special and 
proper academic training. 

The requirements of our apos- 
tolate are vast. Already we have 
a great variety of “specializing” 
to do in our existing five founda- 
tions. In Edmonton, Alberta, we 
are mandated to take care of 
transient men. Knowledge of 
cooking — we feed 400 twice a 
day—organization, office work, 
psychiatry, problems of alcohol- 
ism, etc., are vitally needed in 
that Foundation. 

In Whitehorse, Yukon Terri- 
tory, we work with the Indians 
and transients, as well as with 
the problems of a frontier town; 
and we serve as a center of Catho- 
lic Action for the Catholic popu- 
lation there. Again a knowledge 
of cooking, nursing, and child 
guidance is needed. We take care 
of high school Indian children, 
boarding them while they go to 
school. We must know a lot about 
psychiatry, organization, office 
work, etc., etc. 

Need Is Great 

In Winslow, Arizona, we are 
concerned with Spanish Ameri- 
cans, youth and children in Rec- 
reational Centre, Catechetical 
instructions, social work, and all 
allied problems. Without enum- 
erating, one can see the training 
needed for such an apostolate. 
The same applies to our founda- 
tion in Portland, Oregon, which, 
because it is mandated to work in 
the broad interracial field of Ne- 
groes, Indians, Mexicans, Orien- 
tals, Spanish Americans, and 
Gypsies, demands of its staff even 
more specialized training. So does 
our Catholic Information Service 
in Edmonton. 

If one considers that every 
house runs a Library Service, and 
deals with many personal human 
problems of all stratas of society, 
the training field bacomes bigger 
and bigger. Add to this that we 
also supply teachers, nurses, and 
other formally trained personel 
at the request of ordinaries of 
various dioceses—for it is of the 
very nature of a Secular Institute 
to send out fully-trained and spir- 
itually-formed members to such 
“Jone apostolates”, that they may 
infiltrate the “Mraket Places of 
the World”. 

Now we are preparing to an- 
swer the Pope’s call for laity in 
the foreign Missions. We have six 
invitations from Mission Ordin- 
aries to do so). You can see that, 


in training, the sky “is truly the 
limit” in an Apostolate such as 
ours. 

But back to Madonna House. 
After breakfast you will go to 
your assigned department and 
work there. At noon the bell will 
ring for dinner, after which there 
will be half an hour of spiritual 
Reading in Chapel, then back to 
your work. Until four p.m., when 
there is a break of fifteen minutes 
for tea and mail reading. Work 
again, till 6 o’clock supper, fol- 
lowed by Compline (the official 





pastor or confessor. Then you fill 
out a few questionaires and make 
your will. 


evening prayer of the Church) 
and Rosary. 


After this the evening may 
bring you assigned reading, some 
more class work, or a course in 
some needed speciality like han- 
dicraft, sewing, workshop pro- 
jects, or training. It may bring 
you time to play or rest as the 
case may be, or some collective 
entertainment, such as_ sing- 
songs, movies, special lectures, 
or just fun with the “family”. 

A collation is served at 9 p.m. 
and at 1.15 the Salve Mater is 
sung and all are blessed by the 
priests for a night’s rest. At 11 
o’clock all lights are out, and 
another day totally consecrated 
to God through Mary is done. Al- 
leluia. 

After a year or two in the 
training Center of Madonna 
House you may be sent out to a 
foundation in USA or Canada for 
a year in the field, training. Then 
back to MH for the completion of 
your academic training. It takes 
five years to fully train a Staff 
| Worker. Three of these must be 
|spent at Madonna House Train- 
\ing Center proper. 

Or Maybe Africa 

After this you will receive your 
final assignment either to one of 
our Canadian o r American foun- 
|dations, or to the Rural Apostol- 
jate. This is the “other side” of 
Madonna House (for it is a sort 
ofa double feature affair—it is a 
Training Center Novitiate—and 
also a mandated Rural Apostol- 
ate) or you may be assigned to 
some new Mission foundation. 

Once a full-fledged member of 

ithe Intitute, you not only leave 
|your family, you may have to 
leave your country also. For the 
world is our mission field. 
At the end of your first year of 
aff Worker Applicant (our 
/name for novices) you will make 
|your promises for a year. You will 
/receive our humble cross with the 
| words PAX CARITAS—our mot- 
|to, Peace and Charity—engraved 
on it. Thereafter yearly on the 
same date you will renew your 
promises for a two year period— 
for three periods. At the end of 
|Seven years you will make your 
|final promises (vows) for life. 

Each year you will have two 
|weeks vacation (for which you 
|much beg the money) as we can- 
not afford to pay.for your travels. 
Each week, if possible, you will be 
given a half-day off. Periods of 
rest will be given when needed. 
No so much bodily rest, as rest in 
Christ. Each month you will have 
a day of Recollection. Each year 
a Retreat. 

Such is the life of a totally-ded- 
icated Lay Apostle of Madonna 
Hounse Institute. I thought you, 
dear friends, might be interested. 
If there are some among you who 
would like to know more, write 
for our explanatory literature. We 
will be glad to send it to you. 


THE B'S CORNER 


I have been thinking much 
about the Lay Apostolate. Its 
growth is evident on all sides. 
The interest in it is obvious. 
Hierarchy and priests, religious 
and lay leaders, constantly write, 
lecture, and give sermons on it. 
The Holy Father seems to stress 
it in almost every speech he 
makes. Twice in the last decade 
He called the laity engaged in 
the Apostolate to Rome for spec- 
ial Congresses. 

Yet the road of the Lay Apos- 
tolate is still hard. Not only with 
the natural and supernatural 
“hardness” which is part and 
parcel of any “vocation to love” 
— but also with the lack of clari- 
fication, surety, and certainty. 

Still Learning 

Though it has come of age, it 
is still young — it is not over 
thirty years old — and it has yet 
much to learn. But it seems to 
me that many of its difficulties 
and much of the learning would 
be speeded up if its leaders came 
together more to clarify the prob- 
lems that beset all in common. 

Take for instance, the prob- 
lems of formation and training 
so vital to the stability, the con- 
tinuity, the efficiency, and the 
sanctity of the Apostolate. The 
problems of emotional imma- 
turity and instability of our sorely 
pressed modern youth. The prob- 
lems of the missions . . . those of 
aims and goals, in order to avoid 
duplication or techniques.’ 

Since the apostolates are still 
young, most of their founders are 
still living. These are men and 
women of vast practical and 
spiritual experience, all kinds of 
experiences in fact. What a spur 
and a help to the whole Lay 
Apostolate their getting together 
would be! What a contribution 
each could make for the good of 


all! 
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We Need A Center 
What about a truly central- 
center for documentation and 
general information on the Lay 








accessible to all. We on this North 
American Continent as yet seem 
far behind our European brothers 
in this matter. The need for such 
a Center is evident. 

What about special, one year, 
two year, or even three year 
courses, to which each apostolate 
could send its members? True we 
have the Summer Courses with 
us always, but they only wet 
appetites for more. There is a the- 
ology course for la — at 
Notre Dame. But, so far investiga- 
tions have not brought to light 
the type of “courses” given in Eu- 
rope by Lumen Vitatep and other 
qualified Institutions and people 
—SPECIALLY DESIGNED TO 
MEET THE SPECIFIC NEEDS 
OF THE LAY APOSTOLATE. 

It would, I clearly understand 
necessitate much research and 
planning. It would mean sending 
out questionaires, etc. But it 
would be so worth while! At 
present priests and laymen spec- 
ialists in phases of the Lay Apos- 
tolate are so much in demand 
that their life span may be short- 
ened by the burden. If their tal- 
ents were pooled? 

If perhaps (one can dream 
sometime, can’t one?) their hier- 
rachial superiors would grant 
them long leaves of absence from 
their ordinary duties and allow 
THEM TO DO RESEARCH AND 
TEACH IN SOME CENTRAL 
PLACES, the harvest of lay apos- 
tles would increase greatly. And 
their formation, spiritual, factual, 
and academic, would benefit tre- 
mendously. 

One and All 


There is no getting away from) 


the stark facts ... that THE 
LAY APOSTOLATE HAS COME 
OF AGE... that its place has 
been defined in the ranks of the) 
Church, and is being further de-| 
fined daily . . . that today our 
greatest need seems to be consoli-| 
dations in which both unity and) 
diversity are thoroughly pre-| 
served. 

I, for one, feel almost a hunger | 
for such help . . . and for getting} 
together on an infromal regional 
basis, with plenty of time to dis- 
cuss all that needs to be discussed. | 
I know well that the rarest com-| 
modity in the lives of Lay Apos- 
tles IS TIME. But we should... 
we must... make time for such 
meetings or gatherings, and we 
must hold them in a centralized 
place! 

It is a pity that the exper- 
ience, knowledge, and know-how 
of the pioneers and founders is 
lost by our strange “separate- 
ness”! What invaluable material 
they would furnish to the Church 
Universal. They would not only 
be of help to the lay apostles 
themselves . . . but to the hier- 


Exhausted, another priest cannot} 
sleep: 
The heat is intense 
The sound of insects falls on his 
weary ears. 


The words continue their measur-| 
ed tread; 
The beads fall through 


the | 
fingers as they should: 
Each bead, a priest, 
In rectories, or distant lands, in| 

chanceries— 

Each in his Gethsemani. 
The mystery goes up and rests 
Within the Father’s breast. 


And then it begins again— 

But now the beads are leather (or 
so they seem)— 

Leather or lead seem interming- 
led, 

But both are heavy, 

So heavy that the human hand 
can’t hold this decade. 

It contains the pain of all the 
wounded, 

The forgotten, the poor, and the 
exploited— 

The ones no one cares about at 
all: 

They are all chained to some 
strange post 

And flagellated there. 

|By man’s inhumanity to man. 

|It is a decade heavy beyénd the 

| Strength of man 

To say or pray— 

But somehow, 





another’ voice 


Housing Problems 
Interest Portland 


By Mary Kay Rowland 











Stella Maris House, Portland, 
Oregon,—Housing is Portland’s 
number 1 problem”. This was the 
gist of the Mayor’s talk at a re- 
cent city-wide workshop on 
“equal opportunities in housing.” 
Later on in the day our Governor 
also spoke on this vital problem. 
So did representatives of mort- 
gage, home-building, and real 
estate interests. Freedom of 
choice and movement is the goal 
set by the Urban League and the 
Civil Rights Division of the State 
Labor Bureau, co-sponsors of the 
workshop. 

Of Portland’s 12,000 Negroes, 
the majority live within a well- 
defined area—approximately a 
half mile wide, and a mile and a 
half long. By the census and oth- 
er surveys, it has been established 
that the rents are higher, and 
there are more people per room, 
among these dilapidated build- 
ings than in any other part of 





comes in 
And speaks in silence. 
The mystery grows deep— 
And then again it comes to rest, | 
All bloody, torn, heavy | 
At the Father’s feet. | 
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pond 


And then another begins. 

It is so prickly, and so filled with 
pain. 

It isn’t heavy—just unbearable. 

For words and beads all get mixed 
up somehow, 

And seem to form a crown 

And stretch, and stretch 

Until the distance between each 
bead is only pain— 

And love gets caught and cannot 
move. 

It all seems to slip out and fall, 

And yet somehow the decade is 





archy, the priests, and the Apos- 
tolates to come. They would pre- 


sent a historic body of knowledge, | 


unobtainable today unless one 
makes long journeys and spends 
weeks or months in research. A 
cumbersome way — to say the 
least! 

I don’t think I need even men- 
tion the “shot in the arm” such 
gatherings would bring to us all. 
A renewing of courage! A growth 
of the vision of the whole! 

INDEED OUR TIME IS NOW. 

I would be delighted to hear 
from fellow apostles as to their 
reaction to these few ideas... 
thrown out t o the four winds... 
but so important! 


ROSARY FOR LENT 


The Sorrowful Mysteries 


By Catherine 














What is this strange, incompre- 
hensible alchemy 

Of words and beads? 

Why is a Rosary so heavy? No 
matter what it is— 

Wood, glass, or seeds— 

It seems to be Gethsemani. 


The words fall measured like the 
ticking of a clock, 

Or the running of sands impris- 
oned 

In an hour glass of strange and 


antique make; 

They feel like blood 

And yet they are just glass or 
stone or seeds or wood. 

The mystery indeed is mystery 

And each small bead speaks back 
somehow—“Gethsemani”. 


There in a prison sits a priest. 

He seems to be in agony; 

Somehow, part of his Gethsem- 
ni. 

And over there, another priest— 

But his Gethsemani is white— 

And loneliness is such 

That not a sound reaches him 

Except the crackling of a fire. 

The beads are tears—or so they 
seem. 


being said: 
barbed 


But barbed is_ the wire, 
| There, the other side of it, 


|the city. 


Poor Huts—Rich Take 

The majority of the buildings 
were built before World War I. 
They are run down. The landlords 
are not particularly concerned 
about that. The buildings are 
still, for most of them, just a 
source of income. The fewer re- 
pairs made, the more money 
goes into the bank account. 

This is not Harlem nor Chic- 
ago’s South Side. But, for individ- 
ual families, it is pretty awful! 
Many children are crowded into 
one room... there is no furniture 
to speak of .. . heaters devour 
the oil, or wood, fast, as the 
houses are drafty, poorly insulat- 
ed and miserably cold when the 
heat allotment runs out. The 


‘lighting is poor, due to old-time 


wiring. The plaster is off the 
walls. Clogged plumbing, broken 
steps and broken windows are 
seen everywhere. No wonder dis- 
couragement “sets in”. 

For families to move out of this 
area is a difficult task. For it 
seems that in the neighborhoods 
they seek, there is always some- 
one who stirs up the rest to pro- 
test about Negroes moving in. 

“It All Depends” 

Not only the Negroes encounter 
this, but also those of Oriental de- 
scent, the Spanish-speaking, the 
Gypsies, the Indians. The pres- 


sure grows. 
Some families “turn the other 
cheek.” They move in and 


slowly win over their antagon- 





and high— 

| The beads are being made 

|By men who cannot speak 

|And women who cannot weep. 

The Church is silent, 

, But, oh my God! 

|That mystery is unbearable. 

It crawls on bloody feet and 
hands 

Its face contains no eyes, it 
seems— 

It is torn beyond belief. 

It falls 

Somewhere near the Father, 

And He bends and lifts up 

The bloody mystery of thorns 

And holds it in His lap. 

And then again, the voices speak, 

ie on are but the sounds of 
eet. 

The sound is strange— 

So many feet, and yet dragging. 

Each step becomes a bead, 

And all are wood 

And all are heavy. 

Somehow they make the trip so 
halting, 

And all the pain of wounded 

things 

Is in those steps. 

Harsh voices come 

And add to sound and wood, and 
agony that kills. 

But how can sounds kill? 

Oh, wounded feet beneath the 
burden, 

The tired and the sick, 

Yet somehow you find them 

Standing by the Father’s throne. 

The mystery has come to rest 
again 

Within the shadow of His face. 


And now another comes to pene- 
trate— 

In words that children seems to 
know 

And learned minds cannot under- 
stand. 

There is no sound, there is no 


weight, 

The beads are feather light. 

And yet the silence is one of 
death. 

The hands get numb, the fingers 
cold; 

It seems as if the doors of hell 
are nigh— 


And even this strange mystery 
comes to rest 

At -heaven’s door— 

But not at the Father’s feet. 

The Woman clothed in the sun 





The next falls to the music of 


Apostolates, one which would be somebody’s words. 


The moon beneath her feet, 


ists. Some families are even wel- 
comed. It depends on the indiv- 
iduals in each area. 

There is another element to 
consider —the inability of many 
non-white families to get a loan 
or mortgage. What is the value 
of being able to live anywhere 
in the city if you can’t geta 
mortgage to help you buy the 
house of your choice? Our brother 
in Christ can be straightened on 
more than one score in this huge 
problem. 

What can we do to help in this 
situation? Several things. One is 
education. There are still many 
“myths” about depreciating val- 
ues, certain peoples wanting to 
live together in the same area, 
etc. etc. On the individual, group, 
and city levels, there are basic 
principles and ideas to be ex- 
plained and clarified, as was done 
at the workshop. All means of 
communication must be used for 
this end. 

Parents Thinking 

We belong to a couple of Hous- 
ing committees. Both these 
groups have panels to talk to 
any group about integrated 
housing. Just lately the YCW in 
a “fringe area” parish arranged 
for such a discussion at the Par- 
ents’ Club meeting. Now these 
parents will be thinking about 
the Christian and democratic re- 
sponse to the situation before it 
becomes acute in their area. 

When and where we can we 
assist families wanting to move 
from this congested, segregated 
area? Individual contacts and 
those with groups of neighbors 
all help spread the right ideas. 
For those unable to move, and 
unable of themselves, financially, 
to repair and paint their homes, 
yet desirous of this, several 
groups cooperate, to get the nec- 
essary materials from the land- 
lords and other sources. 

Some families like to do their 
own remodeling. Some enjoy hay- 
ing the assistance of a group of 
young people trained for it. The 
results, and the difference, such 
a project makes in a home is al- 
most unbelievable. The best part 
is the boost in mora!s for the 
family. 

_Being restored to their human 
dignity, people will, in time, and 
with God’s , also realize 





Lifts that one up ! ! 


their supernatural dignity. 
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YUKON 
SIDE TRIP 


By Mike Wright 











At Our Lady of Lourdes 
Church, in Cassiar, B.C., a nine 
day Novena was to close on her 
Feast Day, Feb. 11th. For this oc- 
casion, Fr. Triggs, pastor of the 
Cathedral Parish here in White- 
horse was invited by the Cassiar 
Pastor, Fr. Huijbers, to deliver 
the closing sermon of the No- 
vena. Cassiar, is approximately 
400 miles south of Whitehorse off 
the Alaskan Highway. Trips 
alone on the Alaskan Highway 
are dangerous, if any number of 
things go wrong. The highway 
offers the best in natural beauty 
and is an unfolding panorama of 
scenic views, but at the same time 
it can be quite lonely travelling 
by yourself. I was chosen to ac- 
company him to Cassiar. 

We left Whitehorse on Sunday 
the 9th of Feb. It had been 20 be- 
low zero that morning. A light 
snow was coming down and the 
sky was overcast. We brought a 
box of kindling wood and a ther-| 
mos of hot coffee with us. Miles 
and miles of highway went by| 
without our seeing a sign of civ-| 
ilization. High mountains with| 
snowy caps, rivers silent with 
their icy tops, lakes and great for- 
ests and views of miles from high 
places along the highway. We 
stopped at the scattered gas sta- 
tions and cafes for hot coffee and 
a lunch and chatted with the 
owners who always hada big 
smile and were very friendly to 
us. We visited friends of Father’s 
at the Crystal Lodge near White- 
horse and a fimly in Brooks 
Bridge. 

Moose For Breakfast 

We arrived in Teslin, Y.T., in 
the evening and decided to stay 
with Fr.Boyd. overnight. His 
Church is the Immaculate Heart 
of Mary Church and is one of the 
four in the Yukon that has the 
Statue of Our Lady, of Yukon 
over the door. The Statue, made 
by a Belgian Artist, depicts an 
Eskimo Woman with a child, who 
is holding a fish in His hand. 
Teslin is the home of the Thyln- 
get (Kinket) Indian Tribe. It is 
a small village and _ there are 
some white families. Fr. Boyd was 
very happy to see us as he doesn’t 
get much company. He wanted 
to cook some moose steak for us 
that night but we decided it 
would taste better next morning 
for breakfast. 

Next morning I served Mass 
for the two priests. There is a 
lovely chapel in the rectory. For 
breakfast we had besides bacon 
and eggs, the moose _ steak as 
promised. Fr. Boyd did the cook- 
ing and he certainly is a very 
good * cook. 

The Alaskan Highway is much 
better in the winter than it is in 
the summer. The ice and packed 
snow on the dirt road makes it 
resemble a paved highway. The 
ice because of the cold tempera- 
ture, is not slippery, and you can 
make good time on it. Our trouble 
came when we turned off the Al- 
aska Highway onto the Cassiar 
Road. The road doesn’t get too 
much care. It is hardly wide en- 
ough for two cars and is loaded 
with sharp icy curves and ruts in 
them that throw the cars off eas- 
ily. Fr. Fleury, an oblate Mis- 
sonary, was killed on one of these 
curves just two years ago. He hit 
head-on one of the Cassiar Mine 
Vans loaded with asbestos. 

It took us three hours to make 
the last eighty miles. On the way 
I counted eight Indian Tents. The 
Family of one of our Maryhouse 
boys lives in one of them. The 
boys tell me that even in 40 and 
50 below weather these tents are 
very comfortable inside. There is 
usually no furniture inside them 
but a small wood stove. Ever- 
greens boughs are woven together 
in two. or three layers to make 
their flooring and beds. 

A Mining Town 

Cassiar comes from the Indian 
word, ‘‘Casia” meaning “A mean 
and no-good people.” The Indians 
living there were called thus by 
other tribes. Cassiar is a mining 
town today. It is a village of 100 
in the slack season and over a 
thousand when the _ asbestos 
mines open in the spring. The 
Company owns the town and all 
community life centres around it. 
Besides electricity, hospital and 
bunk services the company also 
supplies the housing, eating plac- 
es, recreation and the social life 
of the-village. It is a very interest- 
ing place. It is full of pep and 
vigor. The people have a holiday 
“air”. The courtesy and genuine 
friendliness was very impressing. 
The buildings are just put togeth- 
er “panaboute” style 6x6 








logs with 6x4 logs formed the 


partitions inside. They are beau- 
tifully varnished, making the in- 
terior very rustic looking. You 
can’t beat Cassiar in natural set- 
ting. It is in a fertile valley snug- 
ly nestled in pine and spruce 
trees surriunded by towering 
mountains whose peaks go right 
up into the clouds. I counted sev- 
en mountain peaks in all. These 
mountains are not in the distance 
either; looking at them is like 
loking at the Empire State Build- 
ing frm across the street. 

The first night in Cassiar we 
visited friends of Fr. Huijbers. He 
showed us the new Church he is 
building, only a basement so far 
but he is very proud of it, and has 
good reason to be. He did most of 
the wrk himself and everything, 
especially the altar, is very beau- 
tiful. 

The next night was the Feast 
f Our Lady of Lourdes and clos- 
ing night of the Novena. A High 
Mass was sung at 8.00 P.M. The 
choir of eleven men were work- 
ers at the Asbestos Mill. Fr. 
Triggs gave a wonderful talk on 
Mary and her petition for. prayer 
and penance in a_ sinful world. 
Immediately after the Mass a 
parish supper began and Fr. 
Triggs and I were introduced to 
the group. 

We had a good night’s sleep 
and early next morning began 
the return trip to Whitehorse. 


——— 





One Man's Scrap 
Another Man's Gold 


My last article on our needs, 
under that truthful heading, 
brought us such a good response 
—THANK YOU ONE AND ALL 
WHO HAVE ANSWERED—that 
I am writing again, under the 
same title. 

This time it is of handicraft 
materials that I would like to 
speak. We have, as perhaps you 
know, a large handicraft depart- 
ment. It has two subdivisions. 
One for adults. Another for Child- 
ren. The latter forms part of our 
Recreational Department, and its 
materials are used in our recre- 
ational work with grade school 
children and teen agers. The for- 
mer is used by our own staff in 
the process of their training in 
Handicrafts and for the adult 
population of our Community 
and those within fifty miles of 
us. 

We are slowly working up to a 
revival of local handicrafts. 
Someday we hope to have a Wo- 
man’s Exchange functioning, for 
our neighbors easily could use the 
income such an_ organization 
would bring. 

Old Vs. New 

The district around about us is 
mixed. We have Canadians of 
Polish, Irish, English, and French 
ancestry. Most still know many 
lovely handicrafts of the days of 
old. But the younger generation 
is fast discarding these creative 
ways of beauty. This is rather tra- 
gic. The older people get discour- 
aged, for there is no outlet for the 
work of their beauty-filled minds 
and nimble fingers. 

We hope to remedy ll this, 
given time and MATERIALS. The 
latter cost too much. Already we 
have gone deep into this area and 
shown ways and means of reviv- 
ing handicrafts. We met with a 
great response. We must contin- 
ue. But we truly need everybody’s 
help. : 

In the attics and basements, 
the drawers and boxes of many 
homes, lie untold treasure for 
just such an enterprise. It is in- 
deed the ‘homey simple materials’ 
that we want. In knowing hands 
they transform themselves into 
things of beauty. 

Take NYLON STOCKINGS, 
the ones with the runs. . . they 
can be made into a thousand dif- 
ferent things. We have a lovely 
stair carpet made of them. Coat 
lapel flowers have been made 
from them, not to mention dolls 
and soft toys. Take—EMBROID- 
ERY SKEIN AND FLOSS that 
have been lying idle, and_all 
tangled up, in your forgotten sew- 
ing baskets. Oh what a treasure 
they would be to us! ! ! 

All Shapes And Sizes 

Take THAT BRASS AND 
COPPER WIRE that has been 
(little and big pieces of it) clut- 
tering up your son’s or husband’s 
workshop. We could change it 
into jewelry of the first order. . 
Take SPOOLS, empty ones can be 
used by the children for endless 
variety of projects. Half filled 
ones would do so nicely in our 
sewing department. We can use 
ALL COLORS AND ALL SIZES 
OF THEM ... - 

Take PIPE CLEANERS. The 
next time you go a shopping buy 
five or ten cents worth of pipe 
cleaners— that would not be too 
hard on your budget. But for us— 











it would be a gold mine of handi- 
craft material. 

Take HATS, women’s old felt 
hats, COLORED. The more vivid 
the color the better. They would 
give us an almost unlimited sup- 
ply of felt. Take PURSES AND 
BELTS, leather ones, old, of 
course. .. What we could do with 
these in our leather craft work . . 
beggars imagination. 

Colored, Not White 

Take CARDBOARD, COLOR- 
ED PAPER, STRING, OLD 
NEWSPAPERS, GLASS_ BOT- 
LES—FUNNY SHAPED ONES— 
BEADS FROM OLD BROKEN 
NECKLACES, SHELLS, BROK- 
EN COLORFUL CHINA .. 
EACH AND EVERYONE OF 
THESE IS, BELIEVE IT OR NOT, 
HANDICRAFT MATERIAL... 
The last item we use for mosaic 
work. It has to be COLORFUL 
BROKEN CHINA NOT 
WHITE. 4 

What about those old games 
you have lost interest in? The 
playing cards that are a little 
worn at the edges? 

What about that doll that 
wears a foreign costume and 
looks bedraggeled and dusty? We 
can use her nicely and make some 
new clothes for her. The young 
girls who will do this, will learn 





a lot about “her country” in the 
| process. 

What about those pieces of lace 
|that you no longer want? What 
|about those odds and ends of all 
|kind of materials—that we could 
use for QUILTS? What about 
crayons, half-broken, “and such”. 
Or those oil and water colors that 
have not been used for ages? Old 
art magazines too will teach 
many here. 

You see what I mean when I 
say ... ONE MAN’S SCRAP IS 
ANOTHER MAN’S GOLD. Speak- 
ing of needs, SPINNING 
WHEELS... LOOMS OF ALL 
SIZES ... AND ANY OTHER 
HANDICRAFT TOOLS, WILL BE 
MOST WELCOME. 


EDDIES OF 1958 


(Continued From Page One) 
Lady of Guadalupe 

I found her . . . with what joy 
and wonder—in her own Basilica 
in Mexico City. I found her as 
“Our Lady Queen of the Angels” 
in another church in that city. 
And in Patzquaro, 250 miles or 
so to the west, I visited her at 
her shrine of “Our Lady of Good 
Health.” 

I found her again as “Our 
Lady of Guadalupe’, in the Yu- 
kon Territory; and also as “Our 











Lady of the Fish!” And in Ed- 
monton, Alberta, at our Marian 
Centre. I once more had the priv- 
ilege of welcoming the “Pilgrim 
Virgin of Fatima.” 

This time it was Father Patrick 
J. Moore of the Scarborough For- 
eign Missions, who carried her in 
from his car, and set her up on 
the altar in the chapel. 

Our Lady indeed went with 
me everywhere I went in Mexi- 
co, the United States, and Can- 
ada. Yet she also caught up with 
me at various places, in her own 
cute and terrific fashion. 


An Act of 
Acceptance of Death 


By Jose de Vinck 














In the name of the most holy 
Trinity, I.N..., with complete 
sincerity in my heart and with 
faith, hope, and love in my soul, 
declare in thy presence, O Angel 
of God, my holy guardian, that 
with thine assistance I will ac- 
cept, without revolt, any form of 
death that the providence of God 
may have in store for me; at this 
very moment, or after many more 
years of toil in His vineyard; in 
this very place or in any distant 
corner of the earth. I ‘accept 
death in peace or violence, sur- 
rounded with friends or enemies, 
or even abandoned and alone, for 
I know it will come to me as 
God’s final gift on earth; for 
death is the Gate, and the Dawn, 
the end of the Pilgrimage, and 
the accomplishment of the Prom- 
ise. 

I do not pray that my death 
be painless, for I wish to carry 
my share of the _ sufferings of 
Christ, and it is at the final hour, 
when all is about to be accomp- 
lished, that I wish to offer again 
the only thing I can truly give 
Let this hour be the crowning 
of my life, the richest moment 
of my time on earth: let it sum- 
marize my every effort toward 
Thee, O Lord, by being part of 
Thine own death upon the cross. 

Yet I am weak, and life is good 
and I may fail when comes the 
time of trial: and soI pray to 
thee, my patron saint; to thee, O 





holy Joseph, patron of good 


2 


death, and most of all to thee, O 
most holy Virgin Mary, Mother of 
God, to come to my rescue in time 
of need, so that, through the mer- 
its of Christ, I may, when death 
is close, make good the promise I 
have made today; that I may live 
in expectation of this hour, and 
never fall away from’ grace 
through mortal sin; that 
I may always rise to greater faith, 
and greater hope, and greater 
love for God and neighbors, until 
such time as I am called upon 
to give account for all my 
thoughts and words and deeds; 
and that, when all is done, I may, 
with the repentant Thief, hear 
these words of pardon and of 


+|love: “Amen I say to thee, this 


day that shalt be with Me in 
paradise.” (Luke 23:43) 


To be part of “Compendium of 
Asectic. I Theology’. St. Anthony's 
Guild Press, 1958. 





A LETTER 10 
~ ST. MARTHA 


Dear St. Martha, It is becom- 
ing a habit with me to write let- 
ters to you saints in heaven. Per- 
haps St. Joseph, St. Goupil and 
St. Anthony have shown you the 
letters I have been writing to 
them. If so, you know what to 
expect. But since I am not sure, 
I will explain to you the predica- 
ment all of us are in. 

It is still about that washing 
machine. I truly hate to trouble 
you about this affair. It seems 
strange that we who are dedicat- 
ed to Poverty should be writing to 
you about such a resplendent af- 
fair as a commercial washing ma- 
chine and a propane gas dryer. 
Why in heavens name don’t we 
wash our laundry by hand as the 
poor do all over the world? 

Lord’s Wash Woman 

A good question, St. Martha, 
and one that you are bound to 
ask, I know. For I bet YOU 
WASHED ALL YOUR LAUNDRY. 
DID YOU WASH THE LORD’S 
TOO? BY HAND? IN ONE OF 
THOSE BEAUTIFUL WAYSIDE 
POOLS OF THE HOLY LAND? 

Well, St. Martha, you know 
that Madonna House is many 
things in one. It is a training 
centre for the Lord’s Lay Ap- 
ostles. There are some fifty of us 
here the year round. This year 
there will be more. 

We are a Rural Apostolate with 
a wide territory to cover and 
many more to serve. We also run 
a Summer School of the Lay Ap- 
ostolate to which some 800 people 
come yearly. Like every other Sec- 
ular Institute our three marks 
are Availability, Hospitality and 
Charity ... which bring to us 
many many visitors who are in 
need of so many things . . . God 
above all. 

Now translated into woman’s 
terminology, all this adds up TO 
A POWERFUL LOT OF LAUN- 
DRY. Do you think it would be 
wise to attempt to wash it all by 
hand? Do you think we could do 
it and attend to all the rest we 
have to do. FOR OTHERS? 

That is, St. Martha, the SIXTY 
FOUR DOLLAR QUESTION! 

Please Ask Him 

We went asking that question 
of learned theologians, and holy 
monks and priests. In one voice 
they advised us to beg for the 
WASHING MACHINE AND THE 
DRIER. They said the Lord would 
approve of the idea. They ought 
to know, don’t you think, St. 
Martha? But to make sure — 
would you mind asking the Lord? 
You must be very close to Him. 
You must see Him all the time. 

And when you have done so. . 
will youlet us know? The simplest 
way to let us know is to get that 
machine . . . I should say those 
machines. Then we will be sure 
He wanted it so. 

T heard it said He always agrees 
with His Holy priests. So it should 
be easy. 

Anyhow, I will be waiting (I 
am afraid not too patiently) for 
your answer. Don’t forget to pray 
for us. Remember you are one of 
our paternal saints... So... 
Thank you, dearly beloved St. 
Martha, Lovingly yours, Cather- 
ine Doherty. ¥ 


Planning A 
Catholic Wedding? 


We have 
Announcements or Invitations 
which emphasize the sacramental 
character of Holy Matrimony. 

















Folder on request. 


Also GIFTS for Weddings, Ordin- 
ation, First Communion, and 
Confirmation. 


ST. LEO SHOP 
Newport, R.I. 


a non-profit corporation 
for the liturgical apostolate 














A Tree Sheds Snow 


By Rev. Thomas Rowland 











ooo ooo weed 


It was snowing this morning, 
so naturally I went for a walk in 
the woods. The snow was not the 
wild dry kind that is whipped 
along by the wind. It was the 
slow, wet, clinging Sort, that 
settles down on everything with 
the intent to stay there for a long 
visit. ; 

It was beautiful. The woods 
had deep snow; and everything 
was fresh, as though it had been 
newly whitewashed by the Tom 
Sawyer up in the skies. 

A Weak Tree 


I went through clumps of ever- 
greens, balsams, spruce, and 
pines, all dressed in _ brilliant 
white and ready to re onto the 
next Christmas card that came 
by. Most of them stood straight, 
though some _ branches were 
slightly bowed beneath the 
weight of the snow. 

One tree, however, decided it 





TEN YEARS 


Ten years is a lot of time to 
man. Barely a space of a mil- 
lionth of a second to God. Yet we 
of Madonna House are happy to 
celebrate yet another tenth anni- 
versary in our humble Apostolate. 

This year our Summer School 
of the Lay Apostolate will be TEN 
YEARS OLD. It is a great joy to 
know that we have helped, in a 
small way, to implement the con- 
stantly repeated requests of our 
Holy Father for an apostolic in- 
doctrinated Laity. 


























had had too much. As I watched, 
it bent. Its limbs quivered and 


shook. The snow slid off with a.| 
rustle and a swish and a cloud of} 


and the tree 
straightened up again. It was 
dark and green, but it seemed 
shamefully naked in this land of 
white. 

I thought of God sending His 
love down like snow, covering us 
with it—decorating the natural 
beauty He gave us with the sup- 
ernatural beauty of grace. His 
love clings to us, like the moist 
snow, and He adds more and 
more, until it seems we shall be- 
come all love. All love with noth- 
ing of ourselves left in us! 

Rid of Love 

Yet, sometimes, like the snow- 
shedding tree, we object to this 
love. It is too much to carry. We 
don’t want to lose ourselves in it. 
So we stoop, and rid ourselves of 
the lovely burden—then try to 
stand upright and face the world 
all by ourselves. 

How fortunate that God does 
not stop sending down His love! 

As soon as the green tree looked 
up, God began to cover it once 
more with His snow. 

We just cannot shake off God’s 
love. No matter where we go, 
what we do or try to do, God’s 
love finds us, covers us, protects 
us. 
Some of us are like trees, and 
some are like the winter ferns. 
I uncovered one of these humble 
plants as I plowed through a drift 
in an opening in the forest. It 
had been covered with several feet 
of snow—whereas the trees bore 
only a few inches. It was lost in 
the drift; but it was green and 
fresh, full of life and beauty. 

Tree or Fern 

Proud trees would break under 
the weight of the snow that lay 
above the fern. But the fern, be- 
cause it lay close to the ground, 
rejoiced in the abundance of 
God’s gift, and was content to 
sustain its weight all winter. 

Maybe some of us are trying 
to become trees when we are sup- 
posed to be winter vines or ferns. 

“Unless you become as little 
children, you shall not enter into 
the Kingdom of Heaven.” 


misty powder, 





That Blue Door 
For in those ten years, without 
‘exaggeration, many thousand of 
people have passed through the 


Blue door of Madonna House 
| (painted blue in Honor of Our 
Lady). to find out more about 
God, the Lay Apostolate, and the 
other vital “things of God.” 

This year again we present a 
galaxy of learned priests who will 
masterfully deal with the themes 
‘of the weekly terms of our Sum- 
imer School. The Mass lived. . . 
The foundations of the Lay Apos- 


tolate. . . Mary and Her role in 
our century . . .Social Doctrines 
of the Church ... Vocations. . 


All will be discussed. Seminars 
will be held, during which things 
learned, or of interest to the 
groups, will be discussed. 

But it will not be a time of 
“Jearning only.” There will be pic- 
nics, square dancing, and sing- 
songs. There will be fun. Madon- 
na House is located in one of the 
most beautiful spots of Ontario 
on a wide river with plenty of op- 
portunities for swimming. 

With Baby Sitters 

The accommodations are 
simple. Primitive, perhaps, is the 
word. But that too adds to the 
fun of youth. Men and women, 
single, over 18, are eligible. It will 
be a vacation with a purpose—a 
good vacation. 

Married couples are cordially 
invited, too. They have their own 
Cana Colony. And there special 
priests will, through seven weeks 
of the Summer, discuss THE 
RESTORATION OF THE HOME 
TO CHRIST. Family cabins, a 
cookshack, and a chapel are avail- 
able for FAMILY VACATIONS. 
Baby sitters are provided for the 
time of lectures. 

It is a unique opportunity to 
have a truly Catholic Family Va- 
cation. The whole family togeth- 
er. 

INTERESTED? ? ? WRITE 
FOR FURTHER INFORMATION 
ON BOTH “SCHOOLS”. . 
SINGLE OR MARRIED ... TO 
THE REGISTRAR, MADONNA 
HOUSE, COMBERMERE, ONT. 
CANADA. WRITE SOON, FOR 
PRIORITY OF APPLICATIONS 


IS STRICTLY OBSERVED. 











_ You may have seen those newspaper ads. . . “In West 
Burpington almost everybody reads the Daily Bugle.” We 
can say “In Combermere everybody reads Restoration.” 














RESTORATION, 
COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA 
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Please enter the following subscription: 
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